50     ODE  ON THE PROCLAMATION
Nor, though hands wound thee, tongues make mockery of thy name:
Come swQrds and scar thy brow, No brand there burns It now,
No spot but of thy blood marks thy white-fronted fame.
Now though the mad blind morrow With shafts of iron sorrow
Should split thine heart, and whelm thine head with sanguine waves;
Though all that draw thy breath Bled from all veins to death,
And thy dead body were the grave of all their graves, And thine unchilded womb For all their tombs a tomb,
At least within thee as on thee room were none for slaves.
This power thou hast, to be, Come death or come not, free; That in all tongues of time's this praise be chanted of thee,
That in thy wild worst hour This power put in thee power, And moved as hope around and hung as heaven above thee,
And while earth sat in sadness In only thee put gladness,
Put strength and love, to make all hearts-of ages love thee.